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IMPORTANCE. 


RESIGNATION: 


Ax ODE To TE JOURNEYMEN SHOEMAKERS, 


Who lately refuſed to work, except their Wages were raiſed, 


Sons of ne CxispIN, tis in vain ! 
Indeed 'tis fruitleſs to complain. — ; 

I know you wiſh good beef or veal to carve: 
But firſt the 3 Grzear muſt all be fed; 
Mean time, you all muſt chew hard, muſty bread, 


Or, what is commonly unpleaſant, ſtarve, | 
B 


—_ * 1 © — 
— — —— _ 


—— — — _ b 
— — —— — 


* Fu + r a <a * za a et 41 we & — 3s 
— 2 4 E . 2 — — — 


« 4 — 8 wy" 
— 2 — . . ..__FF IE 
* Cz - 
2 2 - 


— 

—— — 

rr 
> 


Your 


Vour Maſters, like your/efves, oppreſſion feel 
It is not they, would wiſh to ſtint your meal: 
Then ſuck es paws like bears, and be reſign'd. 
Perhaps your ins are many; and if fo, 
Heav'N gives us very frequently, we know, 
The GRzar as ſcourges for mankind. 
Your Maſters ſoon may follow you, ſo lank— 


Undone by fimple confidence in Rank. 


The royal RicumonD builds his ſtate on coals z 
Sar'sB'Ry, and Hawxss'sy, lofty ſouls, 

With their fair Daus muſt have the ball and rout ; 
Kings muſt our millions have, to make a glare; 
Whoſe ſycophants muſt alſo hw a ſhare.— 


But pout not—'tis a libel, Sirs, to pout— 


Clos'd 
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Clos'd be your mouths, or dread the jail or thong : 
You muſt not for your money have a ſong. 
Ceaſe, ceaſe your riots, pray, my friends: 
It anſwereth (believe me) no good ends,— 

And yet the time will come, I hope to God, 
When black-fac'd, damn'd Orrxxssiom, to his den 


Shall howling fly before the curſe of Mzx, 


And feel of anger'd JusTIcs the ſharp rod. 


Go home, I beg of ye, my friends, and eat 
Your ſour, your mouldy bread, and offal meat; 
« Till FxzzpoM comes! ſee her on her way— 
15 T hen ſhall a ſmile break forth upon each mien, 


The front of baniſh'd Happineſs be ſeen, 


And ſons of Criſpin, you, once more be gay. 


Now 
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Now go, and learn ſubmiſſion from your Bible : 
Complaint is now-a-day a flagrant libel. 
Yes, go and 0 0 chew your mouldy bread 
JosTIc is ſick, T own, but is not dead. 
Let GranDEUuR roll her chariot on our necks, 
Submiſſion, ſweet humility beſpeaks : 
Let GranDEuR's plumes be lifted by our ſighs— 
Let dice, and chariots, and the ſtately thrones, 
Be form'd of poor men's hard-work'd bones 
We muſt contribute; or, lo, GrxanDeus dies. 
We are the Pariſh that ſupports her ſhow; 


A truth that GzanDeuR wiſhes not to know. 


Full many a time reluctantly, I own, 


I view our mighty RuLEexs with a groan, 
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Who eat the labours of us vulgar Crew; 
Baſk on our ſhoulders in their lazy ſtate; 
And if we dare lool up for eaſe, th' ingrate 


Lock down, and aſk us, «© D-m'me, who are you — 


Now ſuch forgetfulneſs is moſt unpleaſant | 
The man who doth receive a hare or pheaſant, 
Mi ght /omewhat, certainly, from manners ſpare, 


And fay, ** I thank ye for the bird or hare.” — 


But then I'm told agen, that Granvzus's ſore 
At owning obligations to the Pr 

Such favours cut no figure in diſcourſe: 
She thinks ſhe might as well thank dogs and cats 
For finding partridges, and catching rats; 


And fay, I'm much oblig'd t'ye, to a horſe. 
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Lo, to the Gzrar we breathe the ſigh in vain; 
A zephyr murm'ring through the hollow walls ; 
Our tear, that tries to melt their ſouls, the rain 


That printleſs on the rock of ages falls! 


The lofty GREAT mult have the ſofteſt bed 
To lay the /oft luxurious head 
And from our boſoms we poor Geeſe, ſo tame, 
Muſt pluck ſubmiſſively the tender feather ; 
Ourſelves expos'd to Narunz's rudeſt weather, 
Deny'd he liberty © cry out, © Shame!” 
Thus, whilſt their heads the pillow's down imprint, 


Ours muſt be only bolſter'd by a flint. 


Lou muſt not heed your children's hunger'd cry, 


Not once upon their little ſorrows figh— 
In 
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In tears their blubber'd faces let them ſteep, 
And how! their hunger and their grief to ſleep. „ 
Tis impudence in babes to cry for bread 


Lo, GRAN DRU R's fav'rite dogs muſt firſt be fed. 


See yon proud Ducheſs—yet of late ſo poor, 
With not above ten thouſand pounds a year: | ] 


Behold, a hundred coaches at her door, 


Where Pxaro triumphs in his mad career. 


We muſt ſupport her, or by hook or crook— 


For, lo, her huſband was—a Rovari Duke. 


We muſt ſupport too her fine gold-lac'd crew, 
Behind her gilt coach, dancing Molly fellows, 
With canes and ruffles goodly to the view, 


And (ſuiting their complexions) pink umbrellas, 
„ It 
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It muſt be ſo; for Lordly GNU rules N 


Lo! Quatity are Gops, and Mos are mules. 


I know you wiſh to ſee on gold, ſo good, 
King Ggonck's head, that many a want ſupplies; 
So very pleaſant to his Pro LE's eyes, 

As pleaſant as the head of fleſh and blood. 
Money's a rattling ſinner, to be ſure: 
Like the ſweet Cyprian girl (we wont ſay wh—e) 
Is happy to be frequently employ'd, 
And not content by ns to be enjoy'd ; 
Yet, like the GREAT Ones, with faſtidious eye 


Seems of inferior mortals rather ſhy. 


Then go, my friends, and chew your mouldy bread : 
Tis on our ſhoulders Courts muſt lift the head. 


Remember 
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Remember, we are only Oxen yet — 


Therefore, beneath the yoke, condemn'd to ſweat. 
But gradually we all ſhall change to Men; 
And then | 1! what zhen ?—Ye heav'ns] why hen 


The lawleſs ſway of Tyranny is oer 


Pride falls, and Bxrroxs will be beaſts no more! 


| 
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ODE To BURKE. 
An, Buzxz !. full ory is the Muſe indeed 
That 2hoz art from the Patriot Phalanx fled | 
For what? To crouch, and Aatter Queens and Kings? 
Meanly to mingle with a Courtier gang, 
That race herſelf would ſcorn to hang— 


Such a poor ſqualid hoſt of creeping things l 


Has Madneſs fir'd thy brain? Alas! return: 
Thy fault in ſackcloth and in-aſhes mourn: 

Join not a Court, and Freedom's. fouleſt foes 
ReyENTANCE, lo, ſhall try to waſh thee white: 
Then howl not, EpMuND, mid the Imps of Night: 


Swell not the number of a flock of crows. 


What 


é tur 


What murky cloud, the vapour black of Courts, 
(For many a cloud, the breath of Kings ſupports) 
Attempts thy Reputation's ſpreading beam? 


What bat-like Dzmon, with the damned'ſt ſpite, 
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Springs on thy fame, on GLozr's ſacred height, 
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To ſouſe it in DiscRAck's dirty ſtream ?— 


Alas | if MajzsTy did gracious ſay, 
« Burks, Buxxt, I'm glad, I'm glad you ran away ; 
6 Im glad you left your party very glad—. 
They wilh'd to treat me like a boy at ſchool ;; 
« Rope rope me like a horſe, 5 aſs, a mule 
4. That's very bad, you know, that's very badi— 
ET kate the | Pan ras Fee it, YA 
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© Poor rogues, poor rogues, that cannot draw a cork— 


Nothing 


| . 112 1 
| WE Nothing but-empty diſhes, empty diſheg— - 


Me ur got the loaves and fiſhes, loaves and fiſhes.” — 


I ſay, if thus a mighty Monarch ſpoke 

As uſual—not by way of joke ; 

S | Did not the ſpeech ſo with'ring make thee ſhrink ? 
Didſt thou not inward ſay, © I've damn'd _ 
Why, what a miſerable elf r 


And then upon each old acquaintance think 3 
And with a ſigh recall thoſe attic days, 


When Wir and Wis pon pour'd the mingled blaze ? 


Burks, Bux kR, moſt eafily do I diſcover 


Thou loatheſt the weak ſmile that won thee over 
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From Trx——xy borrow'd, ne'er to be return'd | 
d'en now thou art not happy at thy heart 
\ 
It ſighs for wiſdom's voice, and pants to part 


From fellows by the honeſt VIxruꝝs ſpurn'd. 


Thy tongue has promis'd friendſhip with a figh— 
For, lo, th' interpreter of thoughts, thine eye 
Hangs heavy, beamleſs on the hw band— 

To whom thou ſtretcheſt forth thy leaden hand! 
Yes, ſlowly does that hand of friendſhip move: 
The ſtartled Courtiers feel no graſp of love ; 


A cold and palſied ſhake of gratulation, 


As though it trembled at contamination 
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O Burks | behold fair LivzrTy advancing— 
TruTH, Wrr, and Huwous, ſporting in her train : 

Behold them happy, ſinging, laughing, dancing, 

Proud of a Golden Age again 

When all thy Friends (thy friends of late, I mean) 
Shall, fluſh'd with conqueſt, meet their idol Queen, 

The Goddeſs at whoſe ſhrine a wa ſhould kneel ; 
When they with ſongs of triumph hail the Dame, 
Will not thy cheek be daſh'd with deepeſt ſhame, 


And CONSCIENCE ſomewhat ſtartled feel ? 


Ah! will thine eye a gladſome beam diſplay ; 


Borrow from ſmooth Hyeocztsy's a ray, 


To hail the long-defar'd return? 


Speak, 
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Speak, wilt thou ſcrew into a ſmile thy mouth, 
And welcome LIE RTY, with Wir and Tzuru ; 

And for a moment owes thy Gang to mourn ? 
Yes, thou wilt greet her with a half-forc'd ſmile, 
Quitting thy virtuous Company, a while, 

To ſay, © Dear Madam, welcome—how d'ye do?“ 
And then the Dau will anſwer with, a dip, 

Scorn in kar eye, contempt upon her lip] E 5 

«© Not much the better, Miſter Burke, 72 . 

* Poor Bux E, I read thy foul, and feel thy pain 


« Go, join the ſycophants that I diſdain,” 


| 
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O THOU, with ah demure and ſolemn eye, 
Who laugheſt not, thou Quaker-looking wight, 
But makeſt others roaring laugh outright, 
Thus chacing widow Sorrow, and her ſigh 
O Thou who formeſt pills to purge the ſpleen, 


No more in Britain muſt thou dare be ſeen ? 


There was a time, but not like ours ſo nice, 


When thou couldſt baniſh ForLy, nay, and Vice— 


Leagu'd with thy daughter Humous, damſel quaint, 


And Wir, that could have tickled e'en a Saint. 


« But 
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But times are alter'd |! Certain Greybeards ſay, 
«Te vagabonds, you've had indeed your day ; 
“Rut never dare to ſhow your face agen, 
© To ae vile liberties with lofty men. 
« Grin, if you pleaſe—with joke the world regale— 


ce Yet mind, a Critic hears you, call'd a Jail.” 


But, lo! fair LIE TV divinely ſtrong! 
A patriot Phalanx leads ahi Dams along. 
Trou, Wir, and Humour, ſhall adorn her train 
And let me proudly join the noble Few ;_ 
Whilſt, to the ae of Glory true, 


The Mus halt: ſhout ber bald Binla. 


Fen I, *midft ſuch a patriot band, 


Will gain importance through the land ; 
F Riſe, 
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Riſe, from a poor Extinguiſher, a Steeple— 
And, O 3 hear thy ſuppliant's pray'r, 
A ſprig of thy nokia laurel "WAY 


And crown me, crown me PozT of the PxoplR. 


ODE To LORD LONSDALE. 


F. E, fie, my Lord! attack a ſaint-like PogT 1 

O, let not AsxaLon, nor let GarRH know it ! 
What! by law-bulldogs bid the lambkin groan! 

O LonspaLs | genuine Poetry is rare, 

Half of our verſe adulterated ware ; 


I. ſpeak. of others verſes, not my own.. 


Ahl! ſtop not, ſtop not PeTER's tuneful throat! 
Hereafter, he may warble in thy praiſe, 
Who ſo ſurpaſſeth thouſands in his note, 
A Philomel amidſt a flock of Jays. 


The 
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The baniſhment of Ovip into Thrace 
Did Galas glory grievouſly diſgrace; 
Dropp'd on his coat of arms a ſtain of ink, 


And made the honeſt pen of Hiſt'ry ſhrink. 


Thou who ſhott'ſt SERIEA dT BoLTon through the foot, 


At leaſt didſt make the Serjeant ſhoot himſelf : 
O think how thou mayſt ſuffer in repute, 

By falling on a harmleſs rhyming elf! 
Rzvencs herſelf would bluſh at ſuch a deed ; 


For Poets always were a dovelike breed. 


Fire at a great Law SzxJEanNT—then let fly, 


Bounce, on a {imple Rhymer ſuch as I, 


Great 
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Great condeſcenſion verily requires: 
What ſportſman at the pheaſant aims, and then 


Hunts in his humble buſh the twitt'ring wren? 


On grouſe and graſshoppers what mortal fires ? 


At London frequently we meet 

A lofty Cami in the. ſtreet, 

Moving with ftate-unwieldineſs along; 

We alſo ſee a Monkey on his hump, 

Now, with an arch grimace, from head to rump 
Skipping, and drawing wonder from the throng — 

Againſt Lord Cheſterfield's grave maxim "RET 


The merry grig, that is to ſay, by grinning. 


SE; Now 
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Now this fame CauzlL, a well-judging beaſt, 


Feels not of goading ridicule the leaſt ; 
Calmly the running creature goes, 

Poking his head, and ſhaking it in guiſe, 

Much like great Docrox Jonxsox, call'd the wiſe 
For pulling cv'ry Scotchman by the noſe, 

When pond'rous moving through the Northern track, 


With dapper JE1vy BoswELL on his back. 


Now would not ev'ry mortal ſmile, 


To ſee this Camel all ſo full of bile 

Bouncing unhappily about, 
Dancing, and ſtaring, grunting, kicking, moaning, 
And like a creature in the cholic groaning, | 


Making for playful Jacko all this rout ? 
When 


1 
When Hawxss'ry, SALIsB' xy, LeeDs, and more beſide, 


Fearing the tinſel on the back of PxibE 


Might tarniſh by an acid drop of rhyme, 


And conſequently loſe the magic rays 
That call forth ApmiraTiON's gape and gaze, 


And make her think ſhe views the rue SUBLIME=— 


I fay, to MajtsTY when thoſe great Lorps 

Pour'd forth a foaming torrent of hard words; 
As, Hang that PETER Pix DAR, if you pleaſe ; 

ce Sire, make the graceleſs varlet underſtand 

« What tis to ſmile at 1 of the land — 


«A beggar that diſgraces his own fleas. 


« Sire, 
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6 SIRE, Six, th' ATToRNEY-GENERAL's tiger gripe 
« Would quickly ſtop the Raggamuffin's pipe; | 
** Then for his laugh at Grandeur let him ſwing,” 


« No, quoth the KIS 


« If Tin not hurt, my Lords, you may be quiet: 
« *Tis for yourſelves, yourſelves, you wiſh the riot 
&« Yes, yes, you fear, you fear, that PzrTes's Muſe 


* Will hang your Grandeurs in her nooſe. 


& No, no, my Lords, M DonaLy muſt not ſqueeze him : 
&* You ſee I give up NVew-year Odes, to pleaſe him; 
ce And faith, between me and the poſt and you, 


&« I fear the knave will get the Birthday too. 
| | © No, 


* The Attorney-General. 


[29-73 
«© No, no—let PrrER fing, and laugh, and live: 
„ like to read his works—Kings are fair game: 


“What though he bites—'tis glorious to forgive. — 


“Go, go, my Lords, go, go, and do the ſame. 


© Should PzTtR's verſe be in the right, 
“O ur conduct muſt be in the wrong 
Poor, poor's the triumph of a little ſpite— 


« We muſt not hang a ſubject for a ſong. 


« My Lords, my Lords, a whiſper I deſire — 

« Dame LIIERTY grows ſtronger ſome feet higher; 
&« She will not be bamboozled, as of late :— 

« Ariftecrate & la lanterne 

Are very often cheek by jowl, we learn, 


« Within a certain neighb'ring buſtling State : 
H 
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4 think your Lordſhips and your Graces 


« Would not much like to dangle with. wry faces. 


© But mum, my Lords—mum, mum, my Lords—mum, 


mum: 


« You mult be cautious for the time to come: 


«© The People's brains are loſing their old fogs— 
« Turies before the Judges won't look ſlink — 
« No, no—they fancy they've a right to think : 


ce They ſay, indeed they won't be driven like hogs. 


% No Starchambers, no Starchambers for them — 
ce Slavery's the dev'l, and Liberty a gem. 
«© You ſce, my Lords, their heads are not ſo thick, — 


«© Take care, or ſoon you'll have a bone to pick; 


«KAnd 
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« And p'rhaps you would not like this ſame hard bone — 


© So let the laughing, rhyming rogue alone.” 


Sweet Ronix of the Muſe's ſacred grove, 
Whoſe ſoul is butter-milk, and ſong is love; 

So bleſt when Beauty forms the ſmiling theme; 
Who wouldſt not Heav'n accept, (the ſex ſo dear) 
Had charming Woman no apartments there, 


Thy morning viſion, and thy nightly dream 


Mild MixsTREL, could their Lordſhips call thee rogue, 
Varlet, and knave, and vagabond, and dog? 
What! try to bring thee, for thy harmleſs wit, 


Where Gzevst aps in their robes terrific fit, 


With 
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With ſanctified long fortune-telling faces, 
Whilſt Exsxinz, eldeſt-born of Ripicuuls, 
From ſolemn Ice bewitching ſchool, 


Tears to un-Judgelike grins, the hanging Graces ! 


Meek PotT, who, no proſtitute for price, 
Wilt never ſanction Fools, nor varniſh. Vice ; 
Nor rob the Musz's altar of its flame, 

To brighten with immortal beams a King 
(If Freedom finds no ſhelter from his wing), 


And meanly ſing a Tyrant into fame! 


Thus, LoxspaLe, thou behold'ſt a fair example 


Of greatneſs in a King—a noble ſample | ED 
4 What 
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Thou cry'ſt, © What muſt I do? on zhee I call.“ 
Catch up your pen, my Lord, at once, and ſay, 
« Dear PzTz8, all my rage is blown away — 


“go, come and eat thy beef at LowWTIAEX-HAILX.“ | 


11 


ODE ro ru ACADEMIC CHAIR, 


ELECTION or Mx. WEST To rae PRESIDENCY. 


How art thou fallen, thou once high-honour'd CHAIN 
Moſt liedgehog- like, thou briſtleſt up my hair.— 
But poſſibly I'm only in a dream: 
If ſo, immediately O let me wake; 
Good MokrhEus, drag me from this ſad miſtake— 
Open my eyes, or lo, I ſhall blaſpheme. 
By heav'ns! it is no viſion—'tis 200 plain 


That thou, poor imp, art fated to ſuſtain 


5 


Of 
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Of Benjamin th' abominable b-m. 
What! after Rxyxolps, to take up with Wesr | 
Th' antipodes thou ſeekeſt, I proteſt, 

From Jove's grand thunder, to an infant's drum; 
The lightning courſer, to the creeping mole : 
The world's wide orbit, to a ſpider's hole; 
From ſome fair column, or Corinthian dome, 


Sunk to a dreary dungeon, or the tomb! 


And yet, on recollection, that old throne, 

In Weſtminſter's fair Choir for two-pence ſhown, 
Which bore the Ebwänbs; Harzys of our Iſle, 

Has been oblig'd (a truth moſt melancho//y/) 

T 0 ſhrink beneath a leaden load of folly, 


And every micanneſs that can man defile. 


4 


Thy 


any — ans 5” 2 ano - —ͤ—— — ——_ — ——_— — n 


— - —— * ”— ——- —— . ” WW — - 
1 RS 7 _ l co 
4 


131 
Thy virtue is gone out of thee, I ween ! 
| Thy brother Chairs of late with humbled mien, 


That jealous envy'd thee thy tow'ring fame, 


All with one voice exclaim, 
And all the poignant pow'r of ridicule, 


c He is not equal to an old joint ſtool. 


He who of late fo lofty held his creſt, 


% Array'd ſo gorgeous in a crimſon veſt, 


6 He now is worſe than us poor humble hacks, 


„With not a ſingle rag about our backs. 


“Get thyſelf burnt, thou ſad degraded creature; 


“ Go, boil ſome poor old waſherwoman's water; 


c« Or 
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Or get thyſelf to ſkewers and crockſticks turn d; 


« To ſome dead beggar's coffin give each nail, 


«.And yield thy velvet to ſome ſtrumpet's tail; 


« For, know, thou ſhouldſt no longer be adorn'd.“ 


Thus ſpeak hy brother Chairs]! And yet tis cruel, 
As thou wouldſt rather be cut up for fuel, 

Or reſt the backs of beggars in this West * 
But lo, WesT falls thee, by his King's commands; 
Lov'd by his ſubjets—fear'd by foreign lands 


And full of wiſdom as am egg of meat! 


ce like WzsT's works — he beats the Raynaer ſchool— 
« ] never lik'd that Reynoups—'twas a fool 


3 Painted 
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Painted too thick -a dauber—'twon't, twon't paſs 
« Wasr, WesT, Wes r's pictures are as ſmooth as glaſs : 


« Befides, I hated RERYNOIL Ds, from my heart : 


He thought that I knew nought about the art. 


« WssT tells me that my taſte is very pure— 
That I'm a connoiſſeur, a connoiſſeur : 


« T like, I like, I like the works of WesT.” — 


Thus doth o. Kin, in ſounds ſo gracious, cry: 
Which proves that Kings with little can be bleſt, 


And give the wings of eagles to a Fly! 
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OLD SIMON. 


Forxs cannot be for ever ſniv'ling—no ! 


With fountain noſes that for ever flow 
The world would quickly be undone; 
Widows, and lovelorn girls, poor ſouls, would die ; 


And for his rich old father, ſob and ſigh, 
And hang himſelf, perchaunce, a hopeful ſon ; 


And for their cats that happ'd to ſlip their breath, 
Old maids, ſo ſweet, might mourn themſelves to death : 
Sorrow may therefore have her decent day, 


And ſmiling PLEASURE come again in play, 
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No | folks can't brood for ever upon GRIEF 


PLuzasuUrt muſt ſteal into her place at laſt ; 


Thus then the heart from horror finds relief; 


Snatch'd from the cloud by which it ls o ercaſt. 


Thus was an anger'd Lord my conſtant theme, 

My conſtant thought by day, my conſtant dream: 
Fears at his image oft burſt out, with ſighs: 

At length Chakrzs Fox appear'd—behold the change !. 

No longer after Sorrow did I range, 


But on the ſmile of PlERAsuRE caſt mine eyes. 
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PLEASURE 


* With the LIBEL- BILL; on which the Lord Chancellor wiſhed to 
conſult the Judges. Few are the men candid enough to part voluntarily 
with power, however tyrannical—it muſt be torn. from them. The 


Judges have been rendered independent of the Crown, by the PzoPLE : 
now let them ſhow their gratitude.. 


NJ 
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PLeasURE's a laſs that will at length prevail: 


Witneſs the little pleaſant following tale. 


Naxcivsa, full of grace, and youth, and charms, bo 


Had ſlept ſome years in good old Simon's arms 
Her kind and lawful ſpouſe, that is to ſay, 

Who, following of numbers the example, 

Wiſhing of ſweet young fleſh to have a ſample, 


Married this charming girl upon a day, 


For from grey-headed men, and thin, and old, 
Young fleſh is finely form'd to keep the cold. + 


Thus of the pretty Shunamite we read, 


Who warm'd the good King Da vip and his bed, 
I Brought 


Brought back his flagging ſpirits all ſo cool, 


None but old Siuox was allow'd a kiſs, 
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And kept the King of Iſrael warm as wool 


Indeed ſhe warmer could the Monarch keep, 


Than any thing belonging to a ſheep. 


Moſt virtuous was Naxcissa | lo, 
All purity from top to toe; 


As Hes ſweet, and as Diana chaſte, 


Though hungry as a hound to ſnap the bliſs ; 
Nor ſqueeze her hand; nor take her round the waiſt : 
Had any dar'd to give her a green gown, 
The Faiz had ide him with a frown; 
For CrasTiITY, Lord bleſs us! is ſo nice 


Pure as the ſnow, and colder than the ice. 


Thus 
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Thus then, as I have ſaid before, 
Sweetly ſhe ſlept, and probably might ſnore, 
In good old Son's unmoleſting arms : 
Some years , with this Antique of Chriſtian clay, 
Did paſs in this ſame taſteleſs, tranquil way— 


Ah, Gods | how lucky for ſuch tender charms ! 


Yes, very fortunate it ſcem'd to be . 
For, had Nazctssa wedded ſome young chaps, 
Their impudences, all forſooth ſo free, 


Had robb'd her eyes by night of half their naps, 


And yet, on ſecond thoughts (ſametimes the beſt), 
Ladies night chooſe to loſe a little reſt, 


Reep 
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Keep their eyes open for a Lover's ſake, 7 


And thus a facrifice to Curin make. F 


It pleas'd at length the Lord who dwells on high, 
To bid the good old Gmple Son die; 

Sleep with his fathers, as the Scripture has it: 
NaARCISSA wipe, that they were doom'd to part, 
Blubber'd, and almoſt broke her little heart— 

So great her grief that nothing could ſurpaſs it. 
Not N1ozz mourn'd more for fourteen brats— 


Nor Miſtreſs 'TorTs to leaye her twenty cats. 


Not to his grave was poor old SiMoN hurried ; 


No | 'twas a fortnight full ere he was buried. 


*Tis 


*The famous ſinger, She died a few years ſince at Venice, and left 


to every cat a legacy, 
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Tis ſaid old S10N verily did ſtink. 
A pretty Sermon on th' occaſion giv'n 
Prov'd his good works, and that he was in heav'n : 


Scraps too of Latin did the Parſon link 


Unto the funeral ſermon, all fo feet, 
The congregation and the dead to greet : 
For every Wiſe that is genzeelly bred 
Orders a ſprig of Latin for the dead. 

And of a ſprig of Latin what's the coft ?— 


A poor half-guinea at the moſt. 


Latin ſounds well—it is a kind of balm, $5655: 
That honoureth a corpſe Juſt like a pſalm; 

And *tis beliey'd by folks of pious qualm, 

Heav'n won't receive a ſoul without a pſalm.— 


M But 
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But now for poor Nazctssa, wailing dove! 
Nothing—no, nothing equall d her dear love: 

Such tears ms groans burſt forth, from eyes and mouth; 
Where'er ſhe went, ſhe was ſo full of woes, 
Juſt like a diſmal day that rains and blows 

From every quarter—eaſt, weſt, north, and ſouth ; 

And like ſome fountains were Naxctssa's eyes, 


Lifting a conſtant water to the ſkies. 


Reſolv'd to keep his image near her breaſt, 

She got him beautifully carv'd in wood; 

Made it her bed-fellow, to ſoothe her reſt, 

And thought him much like him of fleſh and blood, 
Becauſe it lay ſo wonderfully quiet, 

And like old Sox never bred a riot. 


"Twas 
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"Twas for ſome weeks, ſweet ſoul, it was her plan 


Nightly to hug her dear old wooden man: 


Vet, verily, it doth my fancy ſtrike, 

That buxom widows, full of rich . | 

Full of fine prancing blood, and Love's bright fires, 
Might ſuch a wooden ſupplement diſlike: 

But who can anſwer for the ſex, indeed? 


Of things moſt wonderful we ſometimes read! 


It came to paſs, a Youth admir'd the Dame— 
Burning to ſatisfy a lewiek flame 

With much more paſſion fill'd, the rogue, than grace. 
What did he ? Brib'd, one night, Naxcissa's maid, 
And got his limbs, ſo dev'liſh ſaucy, laid, 


Th' impoſtors, in poor wooden S1MoN's place: 


SUSAN 
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Sus ax, though born amongſt a vulgar tribe, 


Knew nature, and the nature of a bribe.,— 


The Dams came up, delicious, and undreſt, | 
When Susan's candle ſuddenly went MK 

Misfortunes, ſometimes, will attend the beſt— 
No matter Sweet Naxciss4a made no rout.— 


She could not miſs the way, although 'twas dark, 


Unto her bed, and dear old bit of bark. 


A 


In ſlipp'd the Fair, fo freſh, beneath the ſheets, 


Thinking to hug her dear old oaken LoVꝝx 


But lo, her Bep-rtLLow with kiſſes greets 


She trembles, like an aſpen, pretty dove— 


In 
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In ſhort, her terror kept her ſo much under, 
She could not get away and where's the wonder ? 
Since tis an old and philoſophic notion, 


That terror robbeth all the limbs of motion. 
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The upſhot of the matter ſoon was this — 
Her horrors ſunk, and died, at ev'ry kiſs ; 
And, ſtead of wiſhing for the man of wood, 
She ſeem'd to reliſh that of fleſh and blood. 


Next day, but not indeed extremely ſoon— 
Some five or fix o'clock—the afternoon, 
SUsaN came tapping at the chamber-door :— 


(Now this was very prudent, to be ſure ; 


N It 
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It had been fooliſh to have tapp'd till then) {| 
wa Well, Madam, what d'ye chooſe for dinner, pray ?” 
« Fiſh, fleſh, and fowl,” the Lady quick did ſay— 


The beſt of ev'ry thing—1I don't care when.” 


«© But Madam, I want wood to make a fire— 
cc Tis rather late our hands we have no time on.” 
&« Oh,” cried Naxciss4a, full of her new Squixs, 


«© Then, Sus Ax, you may go and burn old Simon.” 
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ODE To THE KING. 


Written ſome time ſince. 


a 


Arr pleaſe your MajzsTy, twas rumour'd lately 
That you had got it in your head ſo ſtately, 

That we muſt have a law-ſuit—God forbid it! 
Whether tis 8 or his Grace of LEE DS, 
Invented ſuch intended hoſtile deeds, 

Or whether the more lofty SaL'sB'RY did it, 

I fay not—but great Lords are giv'n to chatter ; 


So, Sir, I deem it all a lying matter. 


There's my Lozp BLury too—CarDIGan the Great, 


Whoſe face a NATURE never meant ſhould cheat; 
Who, 
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Who, if aught hurts the King, doth ſhrink and wince, 
As faithful to his Sov'reign as his Prince / 
Brimfull of loyalty his noble breaſt ; 
Large and fermenting like a tub of yeaſt | 
Glad at the aloes thrown into my cup, 


He ſays too that you mean to eat me up. 


That heartily they wiſh it, I don't doubt— 
Moſt loyal ſeem they in your cauſe, and ſtout |! 
You can't think how they ſeem to take your part; 


And at the Poet, as the Devil, ſtart— 


I ſay the Devil, Sir, becauſe ſome PRERRS 


Are with the Devil oft in large arrcars : 


4 They 
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They open'd an account, Sir, long ago 


And Sarax's a great creditor, I know. 


Yes, hugely do they ſeem to take your part, 
And at the Pozr, as a Demon, ſtart ; 


Juſt like a horſe or aſs at ſome wild beaſt | 


Prepar'd to jump upon their backs, and feaſt. 


This LovaLry's a bird of paſſage, Sire; 
Likes the ſun's eye—4 comfortable fire 


Warm'd by chis fire, ſo cheerful doth ſhe ſing 


The hack'd old ballad, call'd <« God fave the King.” 
But be in trouble, Sir, ſoon, very ſoon 


The Japz will drop the good old n 
0 Yes— 
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ves much your Lords are like the birds of May, 
Crying, Ge Cuckoo, Cuckoo, ſo gay; 
But if a gloomy month appear, ſo rough, 
And froſt, and ſnow, and ſtorms lay waſte the land, 
Where are the pretty birds with note ſo bland ? 
„„ 


Spit on the Courtiers, when with praiſe they greet: 
What from their mouth's unhallow'd cenſer flows? 
Inſtead of Faux's 8 ſo paſling ſweet, 
Lo, putrid Junghills ſmoke beneath thy noſe ! 


Good God! that man ſhould fo far loſe his nature, 
To beg Hvrochisv to mould each feature 
1 Crawl 


1 
Crawl like the meaneſt reptile of the plain; 


Kick'd, cur-like whipp'd, and whiſtled back again! 


You tell me that ſuch reptiles you abhor, 
And that you never /ee my fancy'd Cur. 
Indeed, Sir!!! then I ſtrongly do ſurmiſe 


On levee-days you always ſhut your eyes. 


4 
ODE ro a MARGATE HOY. 


\ Y HEN Vixc1L ſhipp'd himſelf for Greece ; 


Whether to ſcape the Bailiffs, I can't tell— 
Oc libels wrote, got drunk, and broke the peace ; 


But Hoxacz wrote an Ode, to with him well. 


Whether, like Margate Hoys, the ſhip was cramm'ld . 
With Roman Quality, no hiſt ries know it; 

But Hoxacz ſwore ſhe might _ well be damn'd, 
As ſhow her noſe again without the Poet : 


In the ſame verſe he breath'd a pious wiſh 


To bluſt'ring Boreas, and the *King of Fiſh, 


* Neptune. 


1 
Now if a Bard, and that a Heathen too, 


Could offer verſe to make old Oczan quiet, 


Inſtruct the great King NxrrUNH who was who, 


And bid the God of Mackrel breed no riot ; 


A Chriſtian Bard may give a Hoy an Ode, 
So oft with valuable people ſtow'd, 
That, thick as rats or maggots, from Wool Quay 


Crawl down the ladder to their wat'ry way | 


Go, beauteous Hoy, in ſafety ev'ry inch 
That ſtorms ſhould wreck thee, gracious Heay'n forbid ! 
Whether commanded by brave CarTain Fixch, 


Or equally tremendous CarTaix Kipp, 


P Gox 
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Go, with thy cargo—Margate-town amuſe 3 


And God preſerve thy Chriſtians and thy Jews] 


Soon as thou. gett'{t within the Pier; 
All Margate will be out, I trow, 


And people ruſh from far and near, . 
As if thou hadſt wild beaſts to-ſhow:. 


O Venus, Queen of-ev:ry. kiſſing joy; 
Beneath thy ſoft protection take. the Hoy; 


Protect each Damſel from the dangerous brine; 


For many a Nymph it holds, thou calleſt zh7ze.. 


Alas! the little Lovzs, and blooming Graczs,. 


Would all put on moſt melancholy faces, 
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Should Oczan, hoſtile to the ſoft DEsIREs, 


O'erwhelming, quench for aye their am'rous fires... 


My good friend Joynson—Mzspames WinDsor, KELLY, 


Who for the Public, let me tell ye, 


And through St. James's ſtreet, the Park, Pall-Mall, 
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Oft lead their lovely giggling Tits along, 
A pretty pleaſing faſcinating throng — 


Much would they grieve to find the voyage fail: 


Like three ſtout men of war for ſafety. made, 
From port to port, who convoy the fair trade; 
Or three protecting Ducks, that guard their brood, 


And lead their cackling young to pick up food. 


18 
Vet not alone would thoſe be taken napping— 
Great were the loſs of Gentlefolks from W arrine, 


Who, fond of travel, unto MaxGATEH roam, 


To gain that conſequence they want at home. 


At MazxcaTs how like Quality they ſtrut! 
Nothing is good enough to greet their jaws ; 
Yet, when at home, are often forc'd, God wot, 


To ſuck like bears a dinner from their paws— 


Forc'd on an old joint-ſtool their tea to take, 
With treacle ſtead af ſugar for their gums ; 
4 


Butt' ring their hungry loaf, or oaten cake, 


Like mighty ChanlEs of SWEDEN, with their thumbs, 


But 
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But Hoy, inform me—who is susz on board, 
That ſeems the Lady of a firſt-rate Lord, 
With ſtomach high puſh'd forth as if in ſcorn, 


Like craws of ducks and geeſe o'ercharg'd with corn— 


Dreſs'd in a glaring, gorgeous damaſk gown, 
Which, roſes, like the leaves of cabbage, crown ; 


With alſo a bright petticoat of pink, 
To make the eye from ſuch a luſtre ſhrink ? 


Yes, who is ſhe the Patagonian dame, 
As bulky as of Heidelberg the tun; 
Her face, as if by brandy taught to flame, 


In blaze ſuperior to the noonday ſun— 


Q With 
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With fingers juſt like ſauſages, fat things; 
And loaded much like curtain-rods with rings? 
Yes, who is sz that with a ſquinting eye 
Surveys poor paſſengers that ſick' ning ſigh ; 
Sad, pale-nos'd, gaping, — 5 mournful faces, 
Deſerted by the blooming ſmiling Graces ; 
That, reaching o'er thy fide, ſo doleful throw 


The l treaſure to the fiſh below ? 


'Tis Mapam Bacon, proud of worldly goods, 
Whoſe firſt ſpouſe ſhav'd and bled—drew teeth, made 
wigs 3 
Who, having by her tongue deſtroy'd poor Sups, 


Married a wight that educated pigs ! 
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But hark | ſhe ſpeaks l extremely like a man! 
Raiſing a furious tempeſt with her fan 

« Why, Captain, what a beaſtly ſhip! good God | 
« Why, Captain, this indeed is very odd | 

«© Why, what a grunting dirty pack of doings | 


ec For heav'n's ſake, Captain, ſtop the creatures' ſp-w-gs.” 


Now hark! the Captain anſwers— © Miſtreſs Bacon, 


« I own I can't be with /uch matters taken; 


e likes not vomitings no more than you ; 


ee But if ſo be that gentlefolks be ſick, 
« A woman hath the bowels of Old Wick, 


ce Poor ſouls, to bung their mouths—"twere like a Jew.” 


Majeſtic 
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Majeſtic Miſtreſs Bacon ſpeaks agen |— 
« Folks have no bus'neſs to make others ſick : 

« don't know: Miſter Captain, what you mean 
About your Jews, and bowels of Old Nick :;— 


ce If all your cattle will ſuch hubbub keep, 


1 know that I ſhall leave your ſtinking ſhip. 


ce Some folks have dev'liſh dainty guts, good Lord! 
te What bus'neſs have ſuch cattle here aboard? 
« Such gang indeed to foreign places roam | 


«Tis more becoming them to ſp-w at home.” 


But hark | the Captain properly replies— 


* Why, what a breeze is here, G-d d-mn my eyes! 
4 God 
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God bleſs us, Miftreſs Bacon | who are you ? 
* Zounds, Ma am, I ſay, my Paſſengers ſhall /þ-w. 
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THE WOLF AND THE LION. 
A TALE, 
Dedicated to Lord HawkEesBURY, 
Kix GS really are in general not /o bad ; 
And therefore I muſt take their part ; 


But 'tis their ſervants that are drunk or mad, 


With ev'ry demon trick and little art. 


Champions for Maſter's fame, they fire away; 
And, midſt the buſtle of the idle fray, 
Like lubbers, knock him on the head ; 


Then, ſtaring, wonder how he ſhould be dead! 
R Sometimes 
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Sometimes a King diſcovers he has eyes— 


Then for bimſeif he ſces— now that is wile, 


Once on a time a Liox, not a fool, 

Though in the under claſs of WIspou's ſchool, 
Amidſt his ſubjects had a Monkey got, 

Who, rather impudent enough, 


Would take his Sov'reign's foibles off, 


Tell ſtories of him - mimic him what not? 


This for the ſcheming Wore was quite a feaſt, 
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Who told the Monarch of the Monkey's ſinning, | 


Relating all his mimicry and. grinning, 


Trying to irritate the noble beaſt.. 
«© What: 
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* What, what, what doth he ſay ?” the Lion cry'd.— 


« Dread Sir, you are moſt wickedly belied,” 
Rejoin'd the Wolf with brazen face— 
He ſays that you to Merit are no friend, 


«© And only to a Patronage pretend; 


And ſlight th' iferiors of the Brutal Race. 


6 He ſwears you don't encourage uſeful beaſts; 
«© That for your ſelf alone you're making feaſts ; 
« And that it is 3 queſtion, 

No beaſt has ſuch a wonderſul digeſtion ; 

ce That, all fo ſaving, you would ſkin a ſtone, 
And only think of number one; 

« And that it is a fin indeed and ſhame. 


* My LADY Lioxgss ſhould do the ſame ; 


© That 
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« That ſycophants, who flatter, fawn, and creep, 
bt: Are a all the company you keep ; 
That bcaits of talents, whom you ſhould ſupport, - 


& Are all forbid to ſhow their noſe at Court. 


& What ?” quoth the Monaxcy—* what, what? doth he 
ſo?“ — 

ce Ves, Sikk, now hang him, and the rogue requite.“ 

% Worr,” quoth the Lion, “ no, no, no, no, no 


ce fear, I fear, the rogue is iz the right. 


Now this was noble—like a King, in /oorh— 
Who ſcorn'd to choak a ſubject for the truth. 
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The WOLVES, the BEAR, and other Beaſts. 


A FABLE. 


| Au Jupcts ſhould be mild and juſt : 
This is the caſe with Eugliſb ones, I truſt : 
Such K, BY** ſhine—thoſe rare law-ſages : 
Neither of zhe/e a raſh or hot-brain'd fool— 
Moſt charming dove-like Imps of Mtxcr's ſchool, 
Whoſe names ſhall live to diſtant RE 
All meekneſs, ſweetneſs, tender nature 


And all their virtues of a giant ſtature | 


What happineſs it needs mult yield a land, 


To ſee ſuch goodiy men upon the Bench, 
8 Whom 
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Whom none can with a ſingle murder brand; 
Whoſe hearts, ſo pure, did nc'er emit a ſtench 
Like carrion, ſo offenſive to our noſes, 


But ſcents of lilies, violets, and roſes !! 1 


They never, with the faces of the Furies, 


Dar'd dictate, brow-beat, and control the Juries ; 


Nor wilful miſinterpreted the Law : 
Full well they know that Juries are above en / 


And ' tis aſtoniſhing how much they love em 


When Judge and Jury thus together draw 


With ſo much pleaſure, like a pair of nags, 


Behold ! no tongue opprobrious wags | | 
No 


Lo 1 
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No tongue cries, © Jeryares, bloody Jerrrigs, ScroGs ! 


“Hang, hang thoſe traitors, like a brace of dogs! 


Not in their beds be they allow'd to die— 
© Nor let their putrid carcaſes have graves: 
„ Slap Prrv's face, if eber ſhe bids her eye 


Hold but a drop for ſuch a pair of knaves.” 


Full of rich character ſhall /#ch deſcend, 


And honour'd with their high-fam'd fathers ſleep : 
Fair JusT1cs ſhall with ſighs their herſe attend, 


And PiTy's ſong of melancholy weep. 


Like leaves, whilſt ozhers fall unmourn'd away, 


And load of DRArx the ſolitary glooms, 
Lo! 
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Lo! Grory from her ſun ſhall pluck a ray, 


And bid it ſpread eternal round their tombs. 


Yet Nations have been curs'd with wicked Judges, 
Who, fond of pow'r, poſleſs'd hard jury-grudges ;, 
Who calmly ſent poor culprits to their graves, 

| Juſt as an Eaſtern Deſpot ſends bis ſlaves. 

For /uch I pen a neat Æſopian tale; 


Hoping the pretty moral will prevail. 


Th' inferior Beaſts moſt bitterly complain'd, 
(And who will not complain, whoſe cheek is ſmitten ?) 
That from the Wolves much hardſhip they ſuſtain'd, 


And often moſt inhumanly were bitten. | 
And 
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This wantonneſs Dau Jus ric did cry, “ fie“ on 


And mention'd it, but vainly, to the Liox. 


* 


«© Thoſe damn'd furr'd raſcals !” growl'd the angry Beaſts, 
« Fach Wolf upon our meat. continual feaſts ; 
Vet Snap's the word, and quick off goes a head: 


« We.muſt take out their teeth —it can't be borne— 


« Yes, from their jaws their grinders muſt be torn, — 


“ Behold, the very fields with blood are red.“ 


But firſt the BEAR muſt be conſulted,—Bzxvin, 
Who did not much approve jaw-ruin, 
With his black hide, to all the Beaſts appear'd, 


And with. much gravity their ſtory heard, 
T 4% Sire, 
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* Sirs,” (quoth the Bear) you talk of taking teeth 
With auch an eaſy and Giniiliat breath, 

As though it might be pleaſant to ak Jaws z 
But I muſt aſk the Wolves if they'll conſent 


That from their mouths their grinders ſhall be rent ; 


For this is neceſſary, Sirs, becauſe 


The Wolves are owners of the teeth, and therefore, 


Before *Ruseini's call'd, will aſk a wherefore. 


BxviNn, in conſequence, the Wolves addreſt : 


« Logp WorLvss, it is the wiſh of many a beaſt, 


That you conſent your teeth may all be pull'd ;— 


« D-mn 


Ss 


* The Chevalier, a famous dentiſt. 


EN 
« D-mn me if I would loſe my ſnags, my Lords; 
«Id tell the knaves ſo, in ſo many words 


© God d- mn me, of one's grinders to be 6yLL'd ! 


„What! loſe our teeth?“ exclaim'd the WoLves—*© no 
NN O—_—_— 


10 We'll keep them, if it only be for ſhow, 
ce Say, my Lord BRUIxN, that, and let them chew it— 
ee Nay, tell the fools, we wiſh them ſomewhat longer, 


« Sharper, and more of them, and ſtronger ; 


ce And, if we loſe them, force ſhall only do it.“ 


This anſwer of the Wolvzs, LoxD Bzar reported: 


Which anſwer did not pleaſe the Beaſts at all ; 


Who 


2 
—— — — — ___ 


n 1 
Who ſlighted, now no longer pray d and courted, 
But on the villains faſt began to fall, 
Choak'd two or three prime Rogues, and, on condition, 


Receiv d from all th' affrighted reſt, ſubmiſſion, 


THE END. 


